EDWAUD    SHANKS

0 God, who fill'st with shifting imagery
The blue page of the sky,
Thus writ'st thou also, with as vague a pen,
In the immenser hearts of dreaming men.

THE ROCK POOL

THIS is the Sea,   In these uneven walls

A wave lies prisoned.   Far and far away,
Outward to ocean, as the slow tide falls,

Her sisters, through the capes that hold

the bay,
Dancing in lovely liberty recede.

But lovely in captivity she lies,
Filled with soft colours, where the waving weed

Moves gently, and discloses to our eyes
Blurred shining veins of rock and lucent shells

Under the light-shot water, and here repose
Small quiet fish, and dimly-glowing bells

Of sleeping sea-anemones that close
Their tender fronds and will not now awake
Till on these rocks the waves returning break.

THE SWIMMERS
THE cove's a shining plate of blue and green,
With darker belts between
The trough and crest of the slow-rising swell,
And the great rocks throw purple shadows down,
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